26	UDAIPUR
were grouped round a youngster on horseback ; he
was gaudily attired, with a gilt aigrette stuck in his
orange turban—a bridegroom on his way to the
bride's house. Slowly, to a sound of drums and
flutes they marched up the street, forcing their way
through the crowd, which took but little notice of
them. I had a good view of the bridegroom ; pre-
posterously young he looked, ten years old at the
outside. Very gravely the. child smiled towards
me.
I was about to follow the little procession, when a
troop of women going down to the lake, carrying
their brass water-pots on their heads, came between
me and the wedding party, which disappeared up a
side-street.
I was on the point of turning to the right when a
cow, spewed violently forth from a covered stall,
shouldered me aside, and I turned left instead.
The street led into a little square whence a flight of
steps lead up to a large temple built on a knoll.
Looking at the fantastic figures moving up and down
the steps, I quite forgot the wedding and the child-
bridegroom. I saw Sadhus in saffron-yellow robes
clasping their begging-bowls, with rosaries of sandal-
wood hung round their necks ; stark-naked ascetics,
painted white from head to foot; shaggy hermits
streaked with powder come back from five years'
reclusion in the jungle. The gradient was so steep,
each step so high as to throw the body out of plumb,
and the people going up towards the temple lurched
this way and that like awkward puppets.
As in our French villages the better-class shops
cluster round the church, so here at the foot of the
temple, around the square and near the corners of
the streets that lead away from it, I found the
luxury shops of Udaipur. No more cook-shops or

